I’ve always been weaker than others. I’ve got so many regrets, and I’ve lost track of the amount of mistakes I’ve 
made. These days, as | prepare for my final moments in this world, | find myself reminiscing on the past more 
then ever. Staring out the window, my eye catches the glimpse of what appears to be a family outing, most likely 
considering the time, to be going for a family supper. I’m reminded of how | too, before everything became a hazy 
blur, had a dream to be a father, and to go out on such excursions with a wife and children of my own. But | never 
became a father. | never even lost my virginity. There was a girl | liked all those years ago, her delicate beauty 
was like that of an expertly crafted doll, yet she always wore such a pained expression. She no doubt had been 
exploited both physically and mentally in the past. She offered me a pocky stick on one dark and dreary night - 
and that was all it took for me to become infatuated with her. | always wanted to reach out to her, to comfort her, 
to try and protect her from the cruelty of this world. But | never even had it in myself to try and start anything. The 
fear of rejection was always too great, there was no way someone like me could go out with someone like her, 
and deep down | knew that | didn’t have the strength to help her. But | wish | did. By now, she’s no doubt 
forgotten all about me, with her looks, she must already be living the life | wish | had, with kids and a husband - a 
husband that isn’t me. 


The microwave sounds its all-too-familiar: ‘ding’. The beef lasagne heat-up is ready. Getting up to attend to my 
final supper, | step on something. It’s a photograph of a special occasion: My 16th Birthday. In the photo, my 
friends that | once had from school are all gathered around me as | sit, pursed lips, staring at the extraordinarily 
luxurious chocolate gateau my poor mother had spent all day baking in secret to surprise me. | remember the 
feeling when she turned off the lights and brought in this excessively extravagant cake while singing “happy 
birthday”, and the quiet mocking of my friends that followed. It felt like being punched in the gut. | held my 
embarrassment and subsequent rage in, and we took this photo, but when my friends left, my uncontrollable 
anger that had built up over the rest of that evening for my mother exploded. At the age of 16, when it felt like | 
was finally just starting to reach adulthood, it was tremendously humiliating - funny how now, thirty years later, at 
this moment, I’d give anything up for that warm, kind chocolate gateau she’d bake with all of her love. Or just to 
see her again. 


| haven’t seen any of those friends, not even once, in these past three decades. After | failed my GCSE’s in 
spectacular fashion and thus was forced to join the worst college in my neighbourhood as all my friends moved 
on to better places, my dreams of becoming a doctor and saving people and then travelling across the world 
came to a ruthlessly brutal, sudden stop. What was the point of carrying on going? What am | doing, going to a 
low-end school, only to end up in a low-end job in which I'd work in for decades until | retire, just so | can eat, 
sleep not in the streets, and then live the rest of my days alone, simply watching time pass by from a rocking 
chair. | didn’t want that, that’s why | decided to rebel against this cold mechanical society that specialises in 
creating mindless workers who'll be content with such meaningless lives. So one day, | just stopped going to 
school. And then the years flew by. Everyday sitting at my mother’s computer, playing games, watching tv, 
relieving myself through pornography. Just living in my own, isolated world. 


Everyday my mother would make me food, and leave it just outside my room, if she came in, I’d shout at her, and 
threaten her with violence. My mother was a foreign immigrant, and my father left when | was still very small. | 
suspect that my mother blamed herself for the way | turned out, and so felt that it was her punishment to have to 
look after me the way she did. My hikikomori lifestyle was completely dependent on exploiting my mother’s 
unfounded guilty consciousness. 


However, that all changed on that fateful day. My mother hadn't left food at my door, so | was forced to exit my 
room in search of something to eat. And while | was there, scurrying the fridge for anything, the landline rang, 
and thinking it was my mother ringing to explain why she was late, | answered the call. But it wasn’t my mother, a 
harsh, cold voice spoke instead: 


‘Your mother got into a car accident, she was hit by a car while walking home.’ 
And thats it. | thought it was strange that she didn’t take her keys with her, when she left that morning. 


As | said at the beginning, these days I’ve been reminiscing more then ever on the past. How did this happen to 
me, how could things turn out like this. Where did all my dreams go, to save people’s lives, to become so rich | 
could let my mum live a life of luxury. What happened to the plans | made with my friends back at school to travel 
the world together? Why didn’t you seriously study for your GCSE’s? Why did you give up on school so easily? 
Why did you ignore all of the help your friends tried to offer you when you first started to isolate yourself from 
society? Why did you never talk with that girl you loved, and try to understand and help her when you knew she 
was suffering so much? If you did even just one of these things, maybe your situation wouldn’t have ended up 
like this. Maybe you could even be sitting here having a family supper instead. 


Although, as | take out the lasagna, pour the rat poisoning in, and begin to set the table out just for myself, one 
final time, | feel like | start to understand. All these years | hadn’t been doing anything as grandiose as ‘rebelling’ 
against society, | was just running away. Society is cruel in the way it attempts to exclude people who don’t fit in, 
but it still doesn’t create ‘mindless workers’. Humans are far too developed and our emotions are far too 
complicated to ever be reduced to such a thing. Honestly, exceptions exist, but generally for just an average 


person like you and |, while we have to work to uphold society, we each can stumble a bit on the path to 
happiness, we each can indulge in our own selfishness when possible. Its difficult, but that’s why bonds are so 
important, because if we share our sadness and brief moments of happiness with others, life begins to gain 
meaning. So that’s why make sure you don’t become like me. Don’t throw away the bonds you have with your 
friends and family. Make sure you take every opportunity given to you to help people who are suffering, and try 
your best to make new companions in life, and perhaps most importantly become someone you can love so 
others can love you. 


